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Sway 


At the Music Bank, in the room Layne called his, there was a mattress on the floor with a few random 
blankets. There were two folding chairs. One sat in the corner of the room and presently held an empty pizza 
box. One sat beside the mattress with an alarm clock and a cassette recorder on it. In another corner, on the 
floor were a pile of Layne's clothes. 


Jerry sat on the mattress with his knees drawn up, his feet flat on the floor. He stared straight ahead, at an 
old magazine cut-out of Van Halen taped to the wall. A cigarette slowly burned away between his fingers. On 
his knee set a cassette tape. It was the kind you bought blank and recorded onto. 

Layne appeared in the doorway. "Dude," he began but immediately stopped when he saw Jerry and the state he 
was in. Layne sat down next to Jerry and took the cigarette from him. He stubbed it out in an ashtray on the 
floor. "Ya okay?" 

Jerry jumped as though the sound of Layne's voice broke him out of his trance. "What?" 


Layne spoke slower. "Are you okay?" 


"Oh. Yeah. Fine. I'm fine. 

"Okay. Um, a few of us are gonna go out. You coming?" 
"Nah. Go ahead. Not in the mood 

Layne hesitated 

Mike stopped in the doorway. "Come on Let's go" 

"You go on lIl meet you there” 

Mike glance at Jerry and shrugged. "Okay" 


Layne stood up and closed the door. He turned and stood over Jerry. "What's that? Something you been 


working on?" 

"What?" 

"The tape’ 

"Oh 

‘Let's hear it" Layne reached for the cassette 

"No" Jerry pulled it away from the other boy's reach. “It's they're songs my mom liked" 
Layne shoved his hands in his pockets. "Oh. You wanna listen to them" 
Jerry nodded. "Cant" 

"Okay. Do you want me to put it on?" Layne held his hand out 

Jerry clutched the tape tighter 

"Jer, it's okay. We can listen to them together” 

"Hts already been a month’ 

"| know! 


"| miss her." 


"I know, dude. Maybe listening will help you feel like she's still here." 

When Layne reached for the tape again, Jerry let it go. He watched as Layne slid it into the cassette player 
and pressed play. Jerry smiled wistfully when the first song began. "I was sixteen," he quietly said. "I got 
dumped right before the spring formal. | saved my money for three months to buy this awful blue suit jacket. 
She made me put it on and we danced in my grandma's kitchen. | .." he paused, shaking his head. "| bitched at 
her the entire time." 

Layne smiled at the story. He held his hand out. "Dance with me." 

"What? No." Jerry rubbed his leaky eyes. 

"Come on. Nobody's here. The door's locked. Just show me how you would have danced with your date." 

He studied Layne's face. "If you're fucking with me ." 

"I'm not." 

Jerry took Layne's hand and stood up. He gave the other boy an awkward, little smile as he stepped closer. 
Layne slipped his arm around Jerry and drew him in. "My step-dad likes Willie Nelson, too." 


"Tell me, fell me that your sweet love hasn't died" 


It took a few moments, but Jerry eventually lay his head against Layne's shoulder and let him lead. He closed 
his eyes and quietly sang along. 


Layne swayed back and forth, shuffling his feet as he slowly turned them in a circle. He rubbed his cheek 
against Jerry's silky blonde hair. 


"You were always on my mind." 

"You're a good singer. Why don't you ever sing with me?" 

‘tim not" 

"Yes, you are." 

"Shut-up." 

Layne smiled. He kissed Jerry's temple and let him sing some more. 


But Jerry's singing dissolved into crying. And Layne held him tighter. 


"| should have just shut the fuck up and danced with her and now she's fucking gone. I'll never get to dance 


with her again" 


| know. But you did it back then, anyway, even if you complained about it. And you were a fucking kid. You 
didn't know." 


"Doesn't matter." 


"Yes, it does. Your mom knew you were a shithead then. You were supposed to be. That's what kids are. In the 


end, she knew you loved her." 

Jerry tightened his grip on Layne. "Thanks." 

"Welcome." 

He pulled back when the song was over. "You, uh, you should go meet Starr." 


"Nah," Layne replied, pulling Jerry back in. "I want another spin around the dance floor" 


